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BIG—-YOUNG AND HARD 


Cherry 
Picker 


As told by Joao & Jerry 
to Frank Golovitz 


It was as if Jouo had imagined 
Jerry Houston into existence 
Joao (pronounced Jow-o) Miguel 
had grown up shuttling from in- 
dustrial Sao Paulo in Brazil's 
heartland, to Los Angeles, where 
he'd studied in sheltered church 
schools, He had recognized his 
bent toward other males from age 
six, but his vinginity was still solid- 
ly intact, a shortcoming he hoped 
to remedy through a Free Press 
ad. Meat in hand, Joao had stud- 
ied those ads intently and knew 
how to word what he wanted. But 


he had no idea how diverse and 
even dangerous the answers to 
such advertisements can be. 

The youth answering the door 
seemed pieced together of bits of 
a hundred boys and men Joao had 
usted for: the sweetly serious 
face, an Iberiamlike aristocratic 
profile with long nose slightly 
turned up, dark hair curled crisp- 
ly, the upper lip somewhat 
bruised, fine brows and long 
lashes, delicately carved ears and 
the fine-muscled, slender body, 
pale skin with a dark under- 
tone 


He'd almost written such a de- 


seription in, ordering up a gentle, 
adventuresome American with 
flair and moodiness, et cetera, but 
he'd kept the ad simple and was 
overwhelmed when his first caller 
sounded the very voice-tones Joao 
hoped for, and at Jerry's Silver 
Lake apartment, Joao saw a vision 
brushed right out of his own 
dreamings. 

But Jerry Houston was not 
built of dreamstuff. He was com- 
posed of flesh and blood, but also 
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of bitter experience. Publicly 
raped at ten by his mother's 
drunken boyfriends, teased merci- 
lessly at school as the “son of a 
whore,” and made to play the 
small-change whore and used bru- 
tally at his mother's parties, gang- 
raped at the North Alabama 
School for Delinquent Boys, g0- 
ing early into the army and 
Mlunking out, then learning the 
sorry ropes on Selma Avenue, he 
had just recently found some sve- 


cess With short stories, poems and 
now an incomplete play in which 
he (ried to transmute his anger 
into the radiant gold of idealist 
love. 

He rarely even read want ads 
and couldn't understand why he 
answered this one—except it had 
caught his taney. Sex was some- 
thing dirty to him—which stronger 
males forced on him, or older 
males purchased to tide him over 
til he could make it as a writer. So 
he opened his door to a shy, pl 
ant youth with a soft, foreign ac- 
cent, It was a new scene, and Jerry 
decided to play it out, 

But once Jouo passed through 
the door, exchanging names. with 
an excess of formality and a joke 
of tWo about the 2d, both were on 
virgin territory, and both turned 
shy. The conversation lagged with- 
‘out quite dying. They were inte 
ested in one another but neither 
knew how to bridge the gap. They 


talked haltingly about their am 
tions, Jouo about architecture. 
Jerry about his play, but when 
Jerry admitted that the romanti- 
cism basic to the play was contre 
ry to his own spirit, Joao misinter: 
preted the remark and tightened 
up. I was as if Jerry had slammed 
the door in his face, saying, “1 
Won't give you what you're look- 

ing for.” 
But he wouldn't give up. Jet 
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appearance, manner, voice, were 


exactly what he was looking for 
and the personality seemed right 
too, still he had no idea what te 


do or say. Jerry's problem was dif 


ferent. Although his basic instincts 


were gay, he had been used badly 
Even on Selma, despite his good 
looks, he rarely knew how to re- 
spond easily to another person. 

He began to sense, tong before 


Jogo told him that such advertise 
ment was new to him as well, that 
the Brazilian wanted to be taken. 
not roughly of course, but with 
determination-that he, Jerry 
would have to make the first 


moves physically and emotionally 
and probably the second, third 
and fourth moves too, or else the 


other simply would not open up. 


Jouo was now a raging fever of 
embarrassment, knowing he could 
not make any move, that he had 


no idea what moves to make. An 
when Jerry at last 


asked, “Just what kinda fun an 


in mind? 


Jouo’s confusion was complet 
He stammered, then 
then tried to change U 


Jerry impulsively stripped his 
lurticneck sweater off, exposing 
the tattoos, which for Joao were 
redo 
time adventur 


with the air of Lusty mari 
That got the con- 
versation again, and got 
Jouo’s fingers lightly in contact 
with Jerry’s electric skin, They 
both shuddered, and Jerry half 


considered forgetting the whole 
business. “I’m not a cherry pick- 
er,” he said in dis 


“had hoped that you were.” 
The words almost choked in 
Jouo’s throat but he somehow got 
them out. “You are so, it is nota 
good word in English 
but you are so heautiful. | had a 


complete picture of you when I 


Placed the advertising, and | have 
never done anythin 
fore.” 

Like what?” 


Like putting such an 
ing in a newsp: 


fun-and-games. | have never done 
that, Lam what you eall a cherry,” 
Like what?” Jerry teased, half 
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intrigued and half annoyed. “What 
the hell did you have in mind? 
Chess—or baseball” 

“Not beisbol. No. I think you 
know what we should do. I do not 
know. I'm sorry 

Jerry felt for a moment like a 
seductress. He rolled to Joao’s side 
of the couch, into Joao’s arms 
not having noticed before that his 
visitor was larger than he. “Have 
you had a guy in your arms be- 
Fore?” 


io, No one.” 


lot even a girl?” 

“That 1 think I should not 
want,” 

Dropping his elbow between 
Joao’s strong legs and gripping one 
knee for balance, Jerry arched 
back until his open lips were un- 
der Joao’s. “What do you think 
we should do in this position, mi 
amigo?” 

“I don’t know how,” Joao said 
sounding agonized. Then his eyes 
twinkled—"Mi amigo is Spanish. 
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My native language is Portuguese." 
“So use body language! Just 
bend down to meet my lips. And 
hold my head.”* 
Joao did. He b 
while they were kissin 


n to relax 
and Jerry, 
culty, shed his 


with some diff 


jeans, then opened Joao’s shirt 
and ran his long-tapered fingers 
over the broad, smooth chest, fine 


gering the remarkably sensitive 
nipples, squeezing them sharply, 
feeling a sudden hard prodding 
against his own shoulderblades. 

“Put your hand down in my 
skivvies,” he said, and Joao began 
to foll 
ture, grasping the warmth in his 
fist, working it softly until it hard- 
ened, pulling it part way out of 
the white cloth then meeting its 
tip with his tongue, 

“Keep goi Jerry urged. 
“Suck it!” And Joao did what he 
had long dreamed of doing, and 
found that he liked it, They soon 
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w the impulse of his: na- 


were both down to skivvies, and 
finally out of them, cach one’s 
shaft in the other's mobile mouth, 
Joao knowing the experience for 
the first time, Jerry enjoying it for 
really the first time, until each had 
drunk the other’s magic essence. 

There was more and easier talk, 
with hands and lips roving freely 
over their bodies. Jerry moved one 
of the flat sofa pillows to the 


ny 


wooden coffee table and told Joao 
to lie face down on it 

don’t know.” Joao protest- 
hat do you plan to do to 


ed. 
me? 

“I'm gonna fuck you, baby 
And if you don't like that idea, 
then you better get yourself 
dressed and get out of here.” Jer 
ry surprised himself by what he 
said.) 


Joao bristled, then looked very 
hurt, but he'd noted that Jerry’s 
voice had sounded less cruel than 
his choice of words. And Joao 
knew how often he had dreamed 
(by day and by night) of kn 
or lying down to be pierced thi 
way by a man. He was certain that 
it would cause him great pain, cer 
tain that there was something in- 
herently degrading and unmanly 


about the position, but he willing- 
ly prostrated himself on the 
hands braced nervously 
spread. his face cheek trembling 
on the polished wood, 

He waited as he felt Jerry lower 
himself into position. Jerry wasn't 
fully hard. Perhaps it would not 
hurt so very much, Joao hoped 
He felt it pressing at his virgin 
hole, felt the shaft buckle, felt it 
moving around shoving at his 
tightness, felt a drop of fluid leak 
from it, felt Jerry finger sor 


sch 


chilling salve into his anus, then, 
seeming smaller but suddenly 
ivory-hard, the shaft slipped part 
way in, bruising the round muscle 
Jerry paused, swiveling the rod 
back and forth, a mere inch of it 
inserted in the hot, pained cave of 
flesh, giving his hips short up- 
thrusts. then in a Tong, slow slide, 
burying the expanding shaft fully. 
Joao knew when the full entry 
was coming, braced himself for a 
burst of pain which didn’t come 
The rest of the entry was 


smooth slide. a welcome even ex- 
citing feeling and Jouo began to 
flex his rump muscles to lock and 
seal the intruding shaft into his 
own flesh. 

From there on, while Jerry had 
to give some corrective instruce 
tions, Joao proved to be quite in- 
ventive. If he didn’t exectly know 
how things were usually done, he 
His mouth and his 
as wore certainly virgin, but he 
someliow suspected that his spirit 

not 


could guess 
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As told by Rob Turner 
to Frank Golovitz 


Most people take me for 
country type, tho I grew up really 
in Highland Park an went to Lin 
coln Heights High. I wouldn't 
know a seeding machine from a 
reaper. Unhappily, there were 
some more personal things | also 
didn’t know from—like sex. 


I was almos outa school fore 1 
even leamed to jack off. 1 knew 
Td always been embarrassed bout 
strippin down in gym, knew that 
seein some a the other kids, or 
brushin against them, x 
cited, an heard that the 
other kids called queers or worse 
liked to suck other guys’ cocks, 
Sometimes 1 dreamt about some- 
one doin that to me, but didn't 


t me exe 


s the 


like to think about it-1 didn’t 
want the guys callin me queer. 

So between school, a paper 
route, bein boxboy at Ralphs an 
later workin in a paint warehouse. 
I'd kept myself in ignorance about 
what I wanted without much bein 


a loner. | went along with the 
group when it came to  datin 
chicks, carloads of us guys crowed. 
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in Hollywood Boulevard Friday an 
Saturday nites, yellin insults at the 


in the grass was Jim’s idea, I guess 


queers on the sidewalk an tryin to 
arrange with any agreea Toad 
a chicks to meet them some- 
wheres. I got known by them as 
‘safe date” meanin 1 never 
pushed them too far, an they ney- 
er pushed me. My buddies seemed 
to think | was really makin it 

Vd seen Jim White some my last 
st 


year a school, an liked im, but 
was the ploddin type, an he 
med teal fast an funslovin, 1 
didn’t manage to get close. But I'd 
never been real close with any- 
body. 

Ti was a accident we started 
chicks’ idea 
really, But T soon learned that 
watchin Jim hug Mary turned me 


on a lot more than my own clum= 
sy wrestlin with Flaine, so I wasn't 
at all unhappy when Jim su 


we spend a Saturday afternoon in 
Griffith Park—picnic lunch, that 
was Elaine’s idea, a dozen Me 
Go-Round rides, Mary’s idea, an a 
lota shirtless rough-housin around 


2 


my contribution was what hap- 
pened between my legs when I 
locked my arms aroun Jim's bare 
chest the first time. 1 tried to hide 
it, but I know for sure he felt it 
He didn't say nothing, but he also 
didn’t act put off an we kept at 
the wrestlin off an on most a the 
day 

In fact, after we dropped the 
chicks, Jim ast could he stop by 
my plice to shower up-he'd 
brought along a change a clothes: 
an maybe we could go afterward 
to see 200/ again if 1 wanted to. 
Secin it with Mary an Elaine had 
been a bummer, Jim an me groov- 
in on it so, an Elaine at least with- 
in that she couldn't understand 
what was goin on, Understand 
HELL! Man, that film was an Ex- 
perience, something you just ride 
with, an let the understandin sort 
itself out later, if it really has to. 

I didn’t at first understand why 
the idea of takin Jim to my place 
excited me so. I was proud of my 
apartment though I hadn’t shown 


it off much. Like I'd been discov 
crin myself, an the world, an a few 
beautiful things I'd bought, plus 
some records. books an a. hifi, 


were all 


‘al me, an showin them 
to Jim was like openin myself up 
an lettin him see what was inside 
me, An like some a the more timid 
chicks felt safe aroun me, | felt 
sure that Jim wouldn't laugh at 
he kinda hooks, records an art 
that I liked. He maybe wouldn't 
notice them at all, but at least he 
wouldn't laugh at me cause my 
taste was different from the rest a 
the gang, 

An he was interested, excited 
really to learn what T was into. 
But we were both itchy from 
rollin around in the 
him shower first 


ass, sO Tet 
nL closed the 
door, But when I showered, Jim 
followed me right back in thes, 
bathroom—“Case you “want yer 
back scrubbed”"—an kept ‘up run= 
nin conversation, which maiy it 
extra embarrassitkfpr me to ship 
down, tho he sure wasn't aimifizto 
embarras me. Continued on Paige 26 
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jction books, then on how | 
didn't seem awful turned on by 
Elaine. an then said 1 had a terrific 
body I kept my back to im, not 
cause 1 wasn’t proud a my body 
but cause I had a hard-on again, an 
him so close I could feel is body 
warmth, His voice soundin 
strained too, he ast if 1 didn't 
think there was some guys who 
really didn’t need bein aroun 
chicks much (I agreed, fectin heat 
ed up real sudden at the idea, even 
if | didn’t understand what he was 
drivin at) an then he ast if I'd ever 
had a friend I felt especially close 
to. 


| said 1 hadn’t, an had to repeat 

my. yoice didn't quite make it, 
He ‘started tellin how he'd been 
real close for three years to a boy 
that looked 
mother ca 


me—until his 
ht them “playin 
around” an raised such hell they 
hever got together again 

I was in the shower by then. 
tryin to discourage my ragin hard- 


on with cold water, when he un- 
did all my cool, “What were you 
two doin? 
innocent 

“Just suckin im off. Nothin 
wrong with that. is there?” 

1 was silent, 1 think my head 
short-circuited. All you could hear 
was the shower an maybe my 
heart poundin. Guess my not an- 


Vd ast, real stupid- 


swerin upset im, He stid open the 
shower door, askin again, “There's 
nothin wrong with that, is there?” 

An there was my hard-on, 
pointin right at is face. I started to 
(urn aroun, or caver it with my 
hands, but his eyes held me like I 
was hypnotized, | always knew he 
had fascinating eyes, like I wanted 


to dive right into them. He ast 
again, lookin almos desperate 


afraid I'd start laughin, callin him 
a fuckin queer. “Do you think 
what I did was wrong, Rob?” 
“No,” L mumbled, tho maybe T 
sounded uncertain 
His voice got low an husky, real 
shaky. “1 want to do it to you 


= = \ 
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Tve been wantin to, Rob, ever 
since I first saw you three years 
ago.” 

“BANG!” My whole brain 
popped! All T could think was 1 
hadn't noticed him til a year ago. 
an he says he’s been wanting me 
since our freshman year! What he 
said he'd been wanting to do to 
me didn’t even register, He'd 
wanted me’ All that time! 

I don’t think I exactly smiled, 
an | know | didn't say “Go 
ahead,” but somehow I let Jim 
know the light was green, an the 
next thing | felt was his small soft 
hand, the fingers calloused some, 
on my pecker, then his pink lips, 
wet an wild—an warm—an my 
pecker slidin into his mouth. | was 
scaird at first of his teeth, but 1 
needn't of been, When I did feel 
them later, they felt okay, but he 
didn’t let _me feel them at all at 
first. His wispy moustache I felt 
even the end of is nose, an soon, 
his face pressed warm ageinst my 
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belly, my pecker drawn deep into 
his hot throat an him takin it like 
he knew what he was doin, There 
ain't no way to describe that feel- 
in! I've had blow jobs since, some 
a them damn good, includin 
countless replays with Jim, but no 
feelin ever like that first time. 
More beautiful, more gut-exciting 
than anything that'd ever bap- 
pened to me before, kinda like 
that awesome takeoff/landing 
scene near the end a 2001, except 
completely personal! also didn’t 
mind his hand which’d reached 
between my legs an was caressin 
my behind. 

1 musta been in a trance 
Seemed like he got undressed 
without ever changin positions, an 
by the time I had my first orgasm 
that wasn't part of a wet dream, 
or taken in my hand, 1 was out, 
standin over im, holdin is head 
against my body. still drippin. 

He didn’t mind that—fact he 
climbed right back in the shower 


with me an sucked me again, then 
1 did it to him, clumsy but willing 
—tho he had to keep tellin me 
how. 

He got pokin me an gigglin 
le we dried off, sayin, “I bet 1 
can't eat only one,” an | shoved 
im off, sayin, “Course ya can’t! 
You already ate it twice.” 

“I'm still starvin,” he laughed, 
runnin to my living-room couch. | 
somersaulted up onto the back of 
it, an held my pecker up next to is 
mouth, an to my surprise, it hard- 
ened up again even fore I felt is 
breath an then is lips on the end 
of it. I got a crazy feelin, like we 
were doin something holy, some- 
thing buried in our souls an waitin 
from before the dawn a history. 
Don’t know where I got such a 
wild idea, but that was how I felt, 

| teased him, waggin it around 
fronta his face til he took hold, an 
performed on it like a sacrament. 
(If that offends you, I'm sorry, 
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Vm Catholic myself.) When 1 felt 
ready to cum, I decided we oughi 
try doin it together at the same 
time. I didn't know if that was 
even possible, but it was, an it 
didn’t take no conversation to 
find the position, 

It was a real crash-course educa 
tion for me. I took several courses 
that one nite that hadn't been on 
our high-school curriculum, an I 
graduated magnum cum laude, We 
did things f wouldn’t of believed 1 
could of done, an they all seemed 
not only right but wonderful— 
especially with crazy, beautiful 


Jim. 

I drew the line at first when we 
went to bed an he turned is terrif- 
ic tail up for me. I didn’t actually 
think you could fuck a guy, tho T 
sure was hot to try it on him, but 
at first 1 was gonna tell im I 
wouldn't let im or nobody do that 
to me, but workin my. prick 
around inside him was so fantastic 
a feelin for me, an he seemed to 
like it too, that the next nite I was 
only too glad to offer Jim my ass, 
an anything else he wanted. I still 
feel that way, an I guess it's mu- 
tual, Least he sure says it is! 
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The Plow That Broke The Plains 


As 1old by Bill Tallehieg 
To Frank Golovitz 


Ya ever catch sight of a special 
guy on the street. am there’s some- 
thing (maybe ya don’t e 
what) so special about his looks 
that all of a sudden, ya want 
cock? That was the way 1 was 
when 1 fooked at Jim Wamer, an 
believe me, I never particularly 
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n know 


wanted cock before, I've been a 
cunt specialist, but it was just one 
look at this redheaded kid... an 1 
was hooked. 

And it was more’n just wantis 
cock. | wanted it up my ass! I'd 
heard jokes for years about getting 
it up yer ass, and frankly, the 
idea'd sorta nauseated me. But 
whatever came over me, I looked 
at this dude and right there, 1 


wanted his stuff up my ass, want- 
ed it hard and wanted it hurting 
‘And it wasn’t that | was virgin, 
us was concerned. Td 
nd been sucked since I 
was a kid in Arizona, long before | 
went off on my own, Suckin was a 
thing that seemed to come natu- 
ral—plowin a guy’s ass was sumpin 
alse, and most a the boys and men 
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1 grew up with didn't much hold 
to it, or else they considered it 
powerful magic to be approached 
with caution. 

So I could swing on any stick in 
sight, and didn’t mind shovin a 
auy’s head down between my legs, 
but I'd kept my rear end virginal, 
and there'd been only two times 
F'd put my rod into another guy's 
backside, and those times hadn't 
impressed me much. 

So it really jolted me when | 
saw this kid at the bus station, and 
knew, just absolutely knew, that | 
had to give im my ass, Unfortu: 
nately, the Great Spirit didn’t pass 


Jim Warner the message the same 
time he gave it to me, and I didn’t 
have mueh idea how to broach the 
matter, What do you do, go up to 
a stranger and say, “Hey buddy, 
our number just came up and for 
some reason 1 don’t understand, 
you're selected to plow this Indi- 
an’s ass”? Or, “You got a pad 
where you can pluck the cherry I 
been savin lo these 20 years?” 

I did sidle over, an he looked up 
an saw me eyein him. Round fact 
freckled, pug nose, page-boy hai 
cut and eyes that blinked. Didn't 
seem the Great Spirit had moved 
him, but he was sure stirrin me up. 


a 
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Jim Warner had the kinda pale 
skin only redheads have, and at 
first his meat looked disappoint- 
ing. It wasn’t much to skewer me 
with, and it responded slow to my 
handling. He'd opened my pants 
an gone right down on my cock, 
which felt really great, but I had a 
one-track mind now, and it was 
like | didn’t care if I shot my own 
pistol at all, as long as he ripped 
up my rear end. 

Then his signs began to im- 
prove. His meat thickened even 
tho it was still soft, an I started 
wigglin my ass so he ran his hand 
down the back a my pants and 
into the sensitive hole, and even if 
he'd been dumb, which he wasn’t, 
he could tell easy what | wanted 

We didn’t talk about it. He just 
zeroed in, suckin my cock as if he 
was less concerned with my juice 
than with workin himself up so he 
could ram me, and pretty soon, he 


had @ lot harder a rod in his fist 
than what he had in his mouth 
fatter and longer too. 

My asshole felt on fire already 
and I couldn’t wait to get plowed 
almost was impatient with the 
next steps—and I'm usually a par 
tient cat-getting all our clothes 
off, swinging around to a brief 69, 
then feeling his hot mouth move 
from my cock to my balls to my 
hole, feeling his tongue prod in 
where his finger had already ex- 
plored, hoped I wouldn't scald his 
tongue, it felt so hot to me, But it 
didn’t seem to feel that way to 
him, 

I didn’t rush things. 1 was just 
superprimed, trembling all over, 
running a fever and hot Mashes, 
and I think he could sense that 
He did his job, just as if some- 
body'd given him instructions. He 
reamed me awhile, spit a lot into 
the crack and into his hand, rub- 
bing that on his cock, which was 
plenty hot and hard by then, and 


large enough I woulda changed my 
mind sure any other time. 

I was layin on my back, feelin 
dizzy, feelin like 1 was waitin to 
be executed, waitin to be cut 
open. Crazy? I don’t know. I had 
my knees up and he shoved a pik 
low under my rump an crouched 
over me, his hot cockhead just 
brushing my waiting hole. The 
spit'd dried off already and he 
started to ask did | have some 
kinda grease, but our eyes met 
again an he didn’t ask, just shoved 
my legs up, leaned onto them and 
put some more spit on his cock 
tip. T was holdin my own coe! 
balls up outa the way, but it was 
stiff enough to stand on its own, 
and really aching sore so | almost 
topped him to have him take my 
cum. But it was like [ was hypno- 
tized, like I only half knew what 
was goin on. 
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Half a me actually expected 
him to split me wide open, to 
leave me for dead, an it was like I 
accepted that. But part a me just 
took that fear and the stoicism 
alike as gameplaying. | knew the 
inside of my ass was hungry, awful 
hungry for what was trying to 
shove its way inside, He was 
pushin hard, but my door was still 
shut. I remembered guys sayin ya 
had to relax, but how? I knew I 
was ready. even if it killed me, I 
don't mean to sound morbid. T 
didn’t really expect to die, or 
want to, but all those ideas were 
going thru my mind, 

I wanted to be fucked! Fucked 
real fierce! That was all, 

Jim was straining, He dripped 
sweat down on my chest, and I 
flinched some an that loosened me 
up enough that his head slipped 
into me, and if I'd thought my ass- 
hole bumed a half hour ago, now 
it was really on fire! We were both 
sweatin, and soon that provided 
the lubrication that the spittle 
didn’t seem to come up with, be- 
cause his rubbery cock finally got 
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slithery and after another minute 
of us both sweatin and strainin, 1 
felt his shaft slide deeper into m 
all my insides moving to make 
way. It was still damned tight, 
enough to keep Jim gritting his 
teeth. And if it hurt him 
imagine how it felt to me! 

“You never done this before?” 
he asked, and I shook my head no. 

“You're sure you want..." 1 
shook my head the other way. 

We seemed locked in position 
He was in me halfway, but my 
hurting ass gripped him so tight all 
he could do is sway his hips side- 
ways, stirring his rod inside mea 
heluva crazy feeling! 

Then my ass loosened sudden 
and his hips banged down hard 
against my rump, his prick shoving 
suddenly deep into me, bouncing 
off something that would of dou- 
bled me up in pain if I'd been in 
any position to move. I was sure I 
had to be bleeding. Then all of a 
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sudden, the pain whieh had gotten 
almost unbearable just faded out, 
and his prod fett inside me, 
and I started making noises like 
“Puck ane, baby! Plow my ass up 
good!” And (ll sure say he tried! 
But it all felt good now, his cock 
sloshing around inside me and my 
‘own cock jerking hard every other 
time Jim hit bottom, | found that 
he was shoving it in a different di- 
rection each thrust, so one time it 
slid along the base a my prick, in- 
side, and the next time hit either 
my prostate or my kidneys. 1 was 
goin like an electric storm and 
when his lightning bolt went off 
inside me, I shot my own stuff up 
on my belly. 

We were both wore out awhile, 
but T begged him with my eyes to 
stick around an fuck me some 
more. This time I sat on his cock 
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with my back to him, so his cock 
pressure was against the root of 
my cock and balls, an it was the 
headiest trip of all, wilder than 
any peyote trip even! 

‘We went out to grab some sup: 
per, an then, tho my ass an his 
pecker was both raw, he took me 
again from behind, and another 
time usin some Crisco from the 
kitchen, which gave it a new fecl- 
ing. 

1 felt all opened up afterward 
light on my fect, free in the head 
an real sore in the ass, and some. 
how, I felt that he'd made a man 
of me. I hope it'd done something 
for him too. I'm sure he enjoyed it 
at least. | walked him back to the 
bus depot about dawn, an never 
saw him again, 


